
HARRY HOTSPUR 



ANGUS MACBEAN 



QuEEN ELIZABETH, WRING HER. TROUBLESOME 
REIGN IN THE 16™ CENTURY HAP .A WISE AND ABU 
MINISTER ; SIR FRANCIS WALSINGHAM, WHO WAS 
FAMOUS FOR THE SECRET SERVICE HE ORGANIZED 
TO PROTECT HIS QUEEN AND COUNTRY. ONE OF 
HIS MOST BRILLIANT AGENTS WE ARE TOLO, 

was HARRY HOTS PUR. .whom walsingham 

SELECTED FROM THE COURT DANDIES FOR HIS 
EXCELLENT EDUCATION, PROWESS -AT- ARMS AND 
DIPLOMATIC EXPERIENCE. 



^NCIS WALSING- 
HAM] 




LADY HUMBERlAND 



HOTSPUR. LADY HUMBERLAND, AS YOU KMOW, 
WAS SENT TO ACT AS AN OBSERVER IN KING 
HENRY'S COURT. BUT SHE HAS BEEN FOUND 
OUT AND IS BEING HELD IN MONTBLEU 
CASTLE, \N EXCHANGE FOR VARIOUS OF 
THEIR AGENTS WE HAVE IN OUR PRISONS 
YOUR JOB IS TO RESCUE HER. 




WALSINGHAM ASSIGNS HOTSPUR TO 
HIS FIRST MISSION. 



HOTSPUR, ANO HIS SCOTCH MANSER- 
VANT ANGUS, RIDE SWIFTLY TO THE COAST. 




THEY MEET A PREARRANGED BOAT WHICH 
TAKES THEM ACROSS THE CHANNEL. 



IF YOU FOLLOW THE DIRECTIONS I HAVE 
JUST GIVEN YOU. YOU WILL &t 
MONTBLEU BY NIGHTFALL. 



(TGOOOp 




UHCC ACROSS, TH«Y MEET THE LOCAL EN- 
GLISH AGENT WHO DISCOVERED LADY HUM- 
BERLAND'S CAPT\VE -PLACE . 





BEFORE THf JEHTRT HNS HM6 TO RECOVER, 
HOTSPUR IS UP AND OVER THE V4AIL. 




THERE \S A TENSE MOMENT, 
GREAT SPLASH, AND THEN, 
•DEAX> SILENCE. — ■ 



SATISFY THAT NO ONE HAS HEARD 
THE SPLASH, HOTSPUR DESCENDS 
\NSlDE THE CASTLE. 




HE TWTOS- H\S VAX TO THE SCUUEW 
VJHERft HE %EGS A WTCH6N-VENCH 
FOR A MWL OF BROTH. 







_ 



AS HE TR\ES TO FLATTER AND QUES- 
TION HER AT THE SAME TIME, THE 
CAPTAIN OF THE GUARD ENTERS. m 

: it i ■IT, 



HERE YOU, STOP FLIRTING WITH 

THE SCULLERY-MMDS AND RELIEVE 

THE GUARD IN FRONT OF LADY 

HUMBERLAND'S DOOR. FOLLOW 
THAT SERVANT. 





HOTSPUR GLEEFULLY FOLLOW3 
THE UNWITTING SERVANT. 




HE WAITS TILL THE SERVANT 
LEAVES. THEN STEPS INSIDE. 




■ YOUR GRACIOUS LADYSHIP. I'M 
HARRY HOTSPUR. SENT BY THE 
QUEEN TO RESCUE YOU. QUICK, 
WE CANNOT HESITATE A MOMENT. 





'HOT J'PgllVWlTH TWt GIRL IN 
Hit ARMS. LIAPJ OUT INTO THE 
MOAT. 




A SENTRY 
ON THE 
PARAPET, 
ATTRACTED 
•Y THE 
SPLASH. 
SOUNDS 
THE ALARM 





AS ANGUS HELPS HOTSPUR PULL THE LAPY HUM* 
BERLAND OUT OF THE MOAT, THEY ARE BESET 
BY THREE OF THE CASTLE 6UARDS. 



ANGUS, 

QUICKLY 

CORNERS 

ONE 

AND 
RUNS 

HIM 
THROUGH 





"WITH SWIFT. DEFT STROKES. HOTSPUR 
TAKES CAR! OF ANOTHER. 




THE THIRD HOWEVER, HAS 6RASPE0 
HOLD OF LADY HUMBERLAND. 




•UT LADY HUMBER- 
LAND OOESnY. 




SHE PLUNGE* XT 
IN HI* SIDE. 




THEY MOUNT THEIR 
HORSES AH& RID6 AWAY 




AND NOT A MOMENT TOO SOON, FOR OUT OP 
THE GfftES COMBS * TROOP Of NORSEMEN. 



But hotspur and mis erienoi 
nrve -r)0 good a lead. and 

SOON UtAVB THEM fttHIND. 




THEY ONCE AGAIN CROSS THE 
CHANNEL fACK TO ENGLAND. 
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The Clue That Had Wings 



My name is Tom McAllister. I'm a cop 
and, I think, a pretty good one. I've 
been on the same beat now for seven 
years, up and down Broadway between 
103rd and the University, and in that time 
you can see a lot of screwy things. And 
some that are not so screwy. For instance, 
there was the old lady that was loved by 
all the pigeons. 

Yes — I said pigeons. This old lady's 
name was Mrs. Mortimer, I never heard 
her called anything other than that, and 
she was a character right out of the book. 
Sht lived in an apartment just off Broad- 
way and I guess that nearly everyone, in 
her apartment building and in those ad- 
joining, wished she was in Timbuctoo — 
or in some other spot I'd better not men- 
tion. Because the old girl was nuts about 
animals and birds, especially birds! The 
birds — and when you talk of birds in that 
paft of New York you mean pigeons — 
were just as nuts about her. And no won- 
der. Not only did- old Mrs. Mortimer have 
that certain little something which made 
birds and animals trust her, and regard 
her as their friend, but she spent a lot of 
money on food for them. Many the time 
I've passed her and tipped my cap. only 
to have her stop me and ask if I'd mind 
carrying her packages a little way. The 
packages always turned out to be a couple 
Of bushels of grain or cracked corn. 

She'd parcel the grain into little paper 
tacks and. at certain intervals during/the 
day, toss the sacks out of her apartment 
window into the street. How the pigeons 
loved it! They knew her by sight, or in- 
stinct, or whatever pigeons use, and it was 
something to see a couple of hundred of 
the birds wheeling overhead as the old 
woman walked down the street. They 
would follow her for blocks, their wings 
making a racket that set people to staring 
and wondering. 'You've read of the Pied 
Piper? Well, Mrs. Mortimer didn't have 
a pipe, but the w.iy those pigeons followed 
her around you knew that she had some- 
thing (hey liked. 



Of course there were complaints. Peo- 
ple called up the precinct and said that 
Mrs. Mortimer fed the pigeons too early 
in the morning, and that the cooing of the 
birds awakened them. Other people com- 
plained because, they said, the birds kept 
the street dirty in front of the apartment. 
And some complained just because they 
thought the old lady was a nut and ought 
to be put away some place. I took care 
of a few of that kind myself — and when 
I got through talking to them they didn't 
complain anymore. 

But one morning- 1 got another com- 
plaint. The old lady had committed as- 
sault and battery! One of the men in the 
apartment had shot at a pigeon with an 
air rifle — and Mrs. Mortimer had gone 
after him with an umbrella. I guess she 
put quite a few knots on his skull, be- 
cause after he got all bandaged up he 
called the precinct and wanted her ar- 
rested. I got the job of going over and 
trying to smooth things down. She was 
pouring grain into paper sacks when I 
entered the apartment. 

"Good day. Mr. McAllister," says she. 
"I presume you've come to arrest me be- 
cause I struck that rascal over the head 
with my umbrella! Well — I'm ready to 
go to jail, but no one is going to mistreat 
my birds as long as I'm around to prevent 
it." 

It struck me kind of funny. I pictured 
the old lady, with her long, black dress 
and piled up gray hair, walking down the 
corridor between cells. And she'd prob- 
ably rap the turn-key on the sconce with 
her umbrella! # \ 

"No." I told her. "I don't think we'll 
put you in jail this time, Mrs. Mortimer. 
But after this, when there's any trouble, 
come to us instead of taking it in your 
own hands. That's what we get paid for, 
you know." 

She just looked at me ovc a pair of 
square specs, sniffed a little, and went on 
filling the grain bags. I left and talked 



to the Injured party. It didn't ta^te long 
to convince him that he wasn't going to 
die, and that it would be better for all 
concerned if he dropped the assault and 
battery Charge. Then I went back to the 
precinct and got out of uniform. And 
while I was sitting on a bench in the 
locker room I spotted an ad in a news- 
paper that se.t me to thinking. It looked 
like something I might be able to interest 
Mrs. Mortimer in. 

Someone was advertising, for sale, an 
aviary which was set somewhere up in the 
Catskills. The paper represented the spot 
as a five acre tract, with groves, a lake, 
glass cages, and all the rest. It sounded 
like a regular bird paradise, and a swell 
place for a bird lover. In fact — it sounded 
like just the spot for old Mrs. Mortimer. 
She had plenty of money, that I knew, 
and if she could be persuaded to give up 
her apartment and go to the Catskills it 
would solve a lot of problems. So, in 
civilian clothes, I headed for the old lady's 
apartment 

I never got there. Things started to 
happen just as I rounded the corner from 
Broadway and started down the hill to- 
ward Riverside Drive. Things were con- 
fused at the time, and still are to a cer- 
tain degree, but this is the way I remem- 
ber it happening: 

Mrs. Mortimer was coming up the hill 
toward me. She had just thrown a sack of 
grain to her pigeons, and a couple of hun- 
dred Of them were squabbling over it. And 
watching the pigeons fight over the grain 
was a little girl. I didn't know at the time 
that she had golden hair and blue eyes. 
or that she was the little daughter of 
Horace Donahue, the real estate man. I 
found all that out later on. 

The car was long and blue. I remem- 
bered the late evening sun glinting on it 
like light on a deep blue lake. It .came 
swiftly into the curb, the door opened, 
and a man leaped out. He walked straight 
toward the little girl. She just stood there, 
smiling at him and at the squabbling pi- 
geons. Then he reached for her, picked 
her up, and started back toward the car 
with her. . 



"Stdpf" That was me. coming tn liff at 
last. I knew the girl was being kidnapped. 
I sprinted down the hill, knowing all the 
time that it was hopeless, that the car 
was already, moving away. I was carry, 
ing my gun. but couldn't use it, fpr fear 
of hitting the little girl. I felt pretty 
sick, running toward that car. . 

But the old lady did better. She had 
been within ten feet of the girl when the 
man grabbed her, and she got the picture 
quicker than I did. She was at the door 
of the car. yelling at the top of her lungs, 
and clawing at the driver of the car. while 
I was still fifty feet away. There was only 
one thing for the kidnappers to do. They 
did it. They pulled the old lady in with 
them and jammed down the gas pedal. 

But I can run. And I was almost at the 
car door, speeding in second gear as it 
was, when one of the men leaned out and 
let go with a pistol. He was nervous and 
jumpy — the old gal had upset them, I guess 
— and he missed my center section. But 
he did clip me along the skull and I went 
down into a long, black, whirling hole in 
the concrete. 

I came back to the world in a hospital 
bed. My friend Murphy wai looking at 
me and grinning. He started answering 
questions before even I could ask them. 

"You're a brave lad." he said. "You'll 
get a medal. I suppose. We caught the 
kidnappers and the old lady and the girl 
are safe. Everything is under control/' 

"But how . . ." 

"The birds," said Murphy. "When the 
boys got there and picked you out of the 
street, and heard the story, they found 
the trail all marked for them. The kid- 
nappers' car was caught in traffic six 
blocks away — with two hundred pigeons 
circling over it, thinking the old lady wai 
going to feed them. They might aa well 
have put a beacon on the carl 

A nurse came in with my lunch and 
word that an old lady wanted to see me. 

"A Mrs. Mortimer," she said. "Rather 
a funny old person." 

"Show her in," I ordered. Then I looked 
at my lunch and let out a yell. "And hide) 
this, for all the Saints' sakeat" 

It was roast squab I 




THAT'S f=UNhJ s y! J 
C A/OW IV/y-AT'S _/ 
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f'ME CALLED L.OBO. PRoA 
PESSORBUSV...SEND | 
ME. yOU COME QUICK / 

.njo one should see / 

V*. ■ ^__^ , US--- / 






7 ^1 










mx 


m, 






THERE S 
PROFESSOR } 
HARKINS 
NOW. 



'hmmm... this 
place is a 



= GOT 
r- TOE HEEBIE-/ 

JEEBiESl 



IDE 
.DESOLATE. X WE 



X GOT youR WIRE. 
HAVE VOU VOUR 



NTI 
MU 



PICATIONjr 

ST HURRy! 



RIGHT HERE. 
AND yOURS, 




dtrru 



«r*.. PRE- 
cverms the cliff- 

PWELLERS. . . 
TWBB SCARABS 
SEEM TO POINT 
TO AN EGYPTIAN 

CULTURE, BUT 
HOW.. 



r «OULV! THEV 
PROBABLY 
MIGRATED HERE 
THOUSANDS OF 
YEARS ago! 



BRR... I 
'STILL THINK 
ITS SPOOKY! 



WATCH YOUR STBP... YOU SfiE,WE J 
FIGURE "THAT THE CITY WAS 
LOCATED AT THE BOTTOM OF A 
CHASM. POSSIBLY AN EARTHQUAKE 
CLOSED THE 

CHASM V x GET IT... ANDl 

OVER THE P DIDN'T TOUCH 

CITY... r^" H e 

CITY 

ITSELF', 
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SHELF OF JZOCK AHP. . . 
the lost crry. . . 



See.. -THE. PEOPLE WERE 
SCARAB WORSHIPPERS! 
ONE REASON FOR SECRECY 

IS THAT THE OFFICIALS 
WANT TO EXAMINE EVERY 
CLUE BEFORE THE 

PUBLIC COME 

STAMPEDING 



' COME ON, YOU 
HUNK OF STONE, 
1ILE FOR ACE! 




YOU DON'T 
SMILE EASILY' 
WHEN YOU'RE 
TWO THOUSAND 
RS OLD. 




fXOSGY'S CURIOSITY 

overcomes her 
jitters — 



* GUESS" fAt ACTIHG 

LIKE A SISSX I'LL 

.TAKE A FEW f>IX 

AA/£> SHOW ACE 

t'Ht HO COWARO. 



an 



TAKES YOUR BREATH 
AWAY! NOW FOR SOME 
PICTURES! 



Jthat's STRANGE.. 
SOMEONE OVER 
THERE SLEEPING. 

youi... sr- 



GOLLY! HE'S... 



[ HE'S SLEEPING... 

PERMANENTVYf , 
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\j£\c£, wahneo, Rous with ths 

BL OW AHC FEIGNS CPEATH . . . 

600D. HIM DEAD.' MOW ME 
FIND PROFESSOR AMD 
Kll_l_ UM TOO.. • 



GOT TO MAKE 
HIM "THINK I'M 
DEAD! 




ffl!S9i 





WELL THERE SHE IS CORNY, V YEH, THAT 

NOW WE NEED NOT WORRY \ENGINE WILl 

ABOUT DEAD WINDS AND NOj GIVE US 

SAILS. J^d. MORE 

m SPEEDTOO. 

( ' 



I 
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BUCK 4 CORNY HAVE TUST FINISHED INSTALL- 
ING AN AUXILIARY ENGINE WHICH THEY 
BOUGHT WITH THE MONEY THE HAITIAN 
GOVERNMENT GAVE THEM. . 




WOULD YOU LIKE A CHARTER 
'TO CARRY SOME SUPPLIES J OKAY 
(TO MY PLANTATION? ./ SEND US 

YOUR CARGO 
ANO WE'LL LOAD 
IT. 



Later ^- sm 

bock, i didht 
like the looks of 

THAT OUY. — /■*] 



NEITHER DIOI 
I'LL DO SOME 
CHECKIN'/ 






RIGHT CAPTAIN. FOLLOW 
THRU WITH IT. WELL 
FOLLOW AT A SAFE DIS- 
TANCE. 6ET SOME ROC- 
KETS TO SIGNAL- US IN 
CASE YOU NEED HELP. 




WE'RE ALL READY 
TO SAIL MR. BROWN 





BUCK INSTALLS A MICROPHONE , HIDDEN IN 
THE CABIN LAMP. 



WHEN BROWN ANO HIS PARTNER GO 
TO THEIR CABIN, BUCK SLIPS INTO 
HIS AND LISTENS TO THEIR CONVER- 
SATION . 




I LISTEN CARE-' 
-FULLY PETE - 
I WHEN WE REACH 
I THE PLANTATION 
' OUR. SENTRY IN 
THE BOATHOUSE 
WILL COVER FARREl 
kND HIS CREW. 



NOW LOOK 
NICK, NOTHING 
HAD BETTER 60 
WRONG CAUSE 
IT'LL BE OUR 
NECKS . 



M 



DON'T WORRY, ALL WE HAVE 
TO DO IS GET THOSE SUPPLIES 
TO THE SUBMARINE ABOUT A 
MU.E NORTH OF THE COVE AND i 
WE CAN GET THESE NAZI 
BOYS TO SOUTH AMERICA. 



f\ 





LATER _ 

FARREL - STAY HERE ON 
BOARD, AND I'D ADVISE YOU 
TO KEEP YOUR CREW OFFSHORE 
TOO. WC'U BE BACK. 
TO UNLOAD. 




MR. BROWN AND HIS PARTNER 
GO ASHORE. 



a 
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UNKNOWN TO THE CREW EXCEPT 
BUCK. THERE IS A MACHINE-GUN TRAINED 
ON THEM FROM THE SHACK. 




BUCK EQUIPS 1 HIMSELF WITH AN 
AXE AND SLIPS OVERBOARD. 



■■ 



_a 




REMOVING THE GUN BREECH -BUCK 
SETS TO WORK DESTROYING THEIR BOATS. 



MIS '•WORK ACCOMPLISHED HE SWIMS 
BACK TO THE SUZY Q. 



USING THEIR HEW AUXILIARY ENGINE, 
BUCK AND CORNY PULL AWAY FROM 

SHORE 3UST AS THE NAZIS DISCOVER 
WHAT* HAPPENEO. HELPLESS WITH THEIR 
BOWS SINKING, THEYSHOOT AT BUCK. 





THE COAST GUARD CUTTER SIGHTS 
THE ROCKETS ANO MAKES FOR 
BUCK'S SUZY Q. 




BUCK AND CORKY BOARD THE CUTTER 
WHICH HEADS FULL SPEED UP THE COAST. 





Buck is the first aboard the 
submarine - he seals the 
hatch thus preventing 

ESCAPE. - 



GOOD BOY BUCK! 
NOW WE'LL ROUND 
UP THE REST. 



E 
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HOW DIO YOU KNOW T" I DIDN'T. BUT 1 
THAT THERE WAS A ) WHEN A TROPK 
NA2I CREW AND SUB/ CAL PLANTER 
HIDDEN HERE? ^ BUYS CANS OF 
ORANGE AND PINE- 
APPLE JUICE THERE'S 
SOMETHING SCREWY 
SOMEWHERE. 




1VE SEENHORBOR 
PICTURES BEFORE. 
BUT I NEVER 
COUNTED ON ANY 
THING LIKE THIS/ 




THIS WILL BE 
A LESSON 
TO YOU/.' 



v XT//, 



RATHER ■ V O y f, 
GET MY m V 1 / /S 

> LESSONS IN, J A \' 5- 
SCHOOL.'/ J X *>^ 



K WHY 'TACKY'.' 

VOU DON'T LOOK 

TOO WELL. 1 MAYBE 

YOU'D BETTER NOT 

GO TO SCHOOL 

TODAY.' 

^1 



/ 




/OH NO, WOMl ^ 
NOTHING 

COULD KEEP ME 
OUT OF SCHOOL 



TODAY.' 
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YOUR CHOICE OF ANY OF THESE EDUCATIONAL 
BOOKS WITH YOUR ORDER/ 



t*i 



I 



'.f e e Ff?H 



I OIDN'T KNOW 

I COULD LEARN SO 

MUCH FOR SO 

LITTLE MONEY 



rmn- 



BOXIHG 

Jiumsu 

WHISTLING 



POLICE 

WRESTLING 



3 dynamic action packed book* 
on the art of self-dr fenae. You 
don't need muscles UN brawn 
when you understand the tech- 
nique of the experts . . . fully ex- 



plained and Illustrated In each of 
tb*M professional typs 
WRBBTUNO. BOXING, 



books 



ooks. 

JtriuT V T "quickly - »n4 easily 
learned right at home through 
thes* Instructions . . . Just Ilka 

vavinc an expert Instructor. 

)rder at once for your 
own self-protection. 



50c 



If 4 INl 

TO 
ANCfl 



Don't be the leftover at every 
parly. Join the mllltont who are 
beautiful dancers. Graceful ball- 
room stops . ■ . profaaslonal Up 
routines . . . fast nsw awlaar 
hops ... all can be mastsroa 
quickly right In your own living 
room. Easy to understand printed 
and diagrammatical sxplanatlons 
as taught by the best teachers 
are found In these books. Act 
MOW ... lot fun and popularity 
become a part of your. 



'OU/lO Ul 06! - 



Rush Coupe 



Send no money. Just nir in coupon, wnen postman deliver*. 
'deposit amount of your order plus postage with him, or 
better still, send cash and we pay poetise. If not delighted 
after S days' examination, return books and your money 
will be refunded. Remember you only buy 2 books at 50c 
each bscsuss we five you the 3rd book of your choice 
free with this ordsr. Only 11.00 for any 3 books or all 15 
book* for W.50 Rush coupon. 

Pickwick C.„ 7J W. 44rh St., New Tsfk l «, M. V. 
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LB ARM THESE LANGUAGES 

Prepare round' for pott-war opportunity 
NOW! Lesra > foreign language quickly 
snd easily . . . just by Hudying IS minutes 
a day. You can do it while riding to the 
office . . . waiting for dinner .to be ready 
or even on your lunch hour. The most 
difficult tongue can be mattered to perfec- 
tion within a short period. These books 
arc the latest revised editions and up to 
the minute with English and foreign pro- 
nunciations. FRENCH is a language used 
everywhere. SPANISH is the basis for most 
Latin tongues. GERMAN is a poit-war lan- 
guage. POLISH is universally spoken. 
ITALIAN is fluently used everywhere. Don't 
delay but order your books today . . be 
ready when that good pott-war _.. 
job is offered you in an adven- till 
turous foreign country 



50! 



HtPHomm 

U-aiR to fi.trsi 
waer »■■■*■ eetoa- 
nn,-.iiyt it to —my 
to know h*»w tofSSMS 

t stoiss > <j a** tssn 

•Item «S>a*>. 

«— "» 50c 



Kyjinntlun 




AMI HICAN JUOO 
Real JwrtS aa to a gw. 
to Uto stsaag *SMaa. 
Easy to MWisri to aS 

l*n«M LStle MA II- 
lu.lf*(-» r-nry h*M 
W OSO altoeataaj •* 
baBjaj sttaciw* .m^ 



i P t C I A t I 
JOKt IOOK 

tm f m i a i -ioK 

M I ij-kk ' • SsOaa . TJiS 
p ssa g ass ss aaiftt ssj 
a/ fata, ««*•*. Wksa 

•"' *"" 50c 
caiio r«ic*s 

"wmi«i»'l" rs 

r«Hln. <* 

B.IYI. rw 

i wlia prarM 

kiM.i tuishta r Q- 
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PICKWICK CO.. D.pt. I09-H 

73 Wast 44th St., Now York 18, N. T. 

■M tx»ki etxeksd below si caea leaelestl la fan 

D ."H»im" p "arsMisM soon-- 

a "»uet jiu-jitsu" a •■roiisH aoo«" - 

O "swum wbbs una- a "«•■•>> book" 

□ "iwiko inn" a "saaneow nasi" 

S-HOW TO •»««" D "MYPMOTHST" 

"T«. bamcihb" Q "aaaaiCAM JUS*" 

Q "ITALIAN BOOK'- u "<OI M. Ilia's JOKS 

Q "MSwasiaN'S MSB TSICKS 
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